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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacvue. 


‘¢ Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.””—Croxer’s New Wuic Guips. 





wee —— ——-——— ee + Se + SSS SSeS — 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 11, 1834. 


No. 149.) _ 


BROUGHAM IN HULL. 








rest = ih 
; re ibd 


———— 
a > 


| 
i 


ar cee pe aoe 


KT 
P y 
Ag bs 
Wie 


\ 
Ny Le 
ak 





The Chancellor has lately, as all the world knows, been upon 
an extensive tour, and has been speechifying to a pitiable extent 
for the benefit of such towns as have either received him with 


a dinner or a deputation. If he has been erammed with 


good things put into his mouth, he has repaid the obligation by | 
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several bad things sent out of his mouth, and thus the exchange 
has been highly profitable to his lordship of Brougham and 
Vaux, if not to the various townspeople who have been sur- 
feited with his rubbish about liberality, affection for his King, 
safe reform, and patriotic ministers. Among the various places 
the chancellor has visited, Hull came in the way of his jargon- 
talking and dinner-eating rambles, and as we have had the 
particulars from an eye-witness, we may as well give them as 
nearly as possible :-— 

It appears that his Lordship reached the place somewhat 
quietly, and had even been some hours in the town before he 
was recognized. He was, however, waiting on the pier (the 
scene of our caricature) with his daughter-in-law upon his arm, 
expecting the coming up of the tide to enable them to embark 
in the steam-packet, when a sweep belonging to the town 
thought he recognised the nose of the chancellor. Brougham, 
very naturally not wishing fo Je known, (for where would be 
his popularity if he were) gave his nose a twitch of ineffable 
agitation and comprehensive contempt; which peculiarity of 
proboscis instantly confirmed the suspicions of the hero of the 
soot-bag. It soon got over the town that Brougham was on 
the pier, and the enlightened people of Hull called a meeting 
on the instant in some adjacent tap-room, and it was resolved 
that Brougham should be invited to partake of a quarter of 
a pint of half-and-half together with a portion of a glass of 
brandy and water (eold without) to fertify him on his meditated 
voyage by the steam packet. ‘These spirited resolutions having 
been unanimously carried over a bottle of ginger beer, (which 
nobody paid for) the people of Hull to the extent of nearly 
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twenty, sallied out to greet the chancellor, and invite him to | 


the refreshments alluded to. We have lost the letter of our 
Hull correspondent, which contained the names and descriptions 
of the ringleaders in this ragamuffin ebullition of enthuaiasm in 
behalf of Vaux; but the list comprised all the principal riff- 
raff of Hull, which was the only portion of the inhabitants that 
evinced any thing like ardour in the cause of humbug, that is 
to say, in the cause of the chancellor, Brougham, on seeing 
the ragamuffins appreach him, felt, to do him justice, a due and 
laudable contempt, so that his nose sought the skies with an 
up-turned expression indicative of the most lofty and undis- 
guised disdain for the whole crew of enthusiasts. However, 
he knows full well the necessity of humbug, and with a bland 
smile received the outrageous pufis of the debased sycophants, 
while he favoured them with a few most sincere and unadulte- 
rated damns in a side speech to his secretary. He then pro- 
ceeded to make the following speech, which he has made in 
effect at every place he has visited, merely changing the name 
of the town to suit the actual occasion. His speeches through- 


out his tour have been all upon one model, all moulded in one 


form, which he carries about with him for patriotic occasions, 

as lawyers carry the forms of declarations, &c., merely filling 

up the blanks left for names, dates, and other matters necessary 

to adapt them to their present purposes, He thus commenced: 
‘«¢ Gentlemen,— 

However great may have been my pride on former occasions, 
this is positively the proudest moment of my existence. Sur- 
rounded as Iam by the respectable people of Hull (aside, 
‘‘somebody has picked my pocket ;”) I feel a glow of satis- 
faction that can only be compared to nothing, for indeed I have 
felt nothing like it since the first receipt of the seals of office 
inspired in me a burst of affection, which I feel at this moment 
as strung as ever I did, (aside, ‘'There’s no lie there, at any 
rate,). Gentlemen, I shall accept the half-and-half to which 
you have been kind enough to invite me, and allow me to pledge 
you in this wholesome beverage (aside, d d double X). I 


shall now take my departure, and you may depend upon it I 





shall write home to his Majesty to tell him what nice people 
you are here, and what a delightful day I have had of it. I 
now bid you farewell, and you may depend upon it every act of 
the Ministry will be designed for the benefit of the community 
in general, but of you, the enlightened, liberal, patriotic, (aside, 
idiotic) people of Hull in particular.” 

'This address was received with a burst of enthusiasm un- 
paralelled in the annals of blackguardism. He then descended 
the pier ladder, and his descent is the subject of the caricature 
which graces our present article. The steps being somewhat 
perpendicular, presented to the people beneath a view of his 
daughter-in-law’s legs, and the chancellor’s directions to the 
men beneath not to look upwards, were superb evidences of his 
ardour in the cause of morality. However, this point is better 
iMustrated by the pencil of Cruikshank than it could be by any 
matter which we could add in illustration of it. We shall 
therefore leave it all to the contemplation of the public. 


et ee 








THE INTERPRETER. 





The Grey Gluttony. 

A long controversy has been going on between the various 
newspapers on the subject of the brutal blow-out at Edinburgh, 
and the propriety of pouncing upon provisions placed at a table, 
before the time fixed for feeding. The Courier defends the 
proceeding on the plea that it was done at the coronation 
banquet of George the 4th, by some of the first noblemen in the 
land, but we really see no palliation in this, because peers can 
be quite as piggish as the inferior iwembers of society. A 
patrician appetite is not more moderate than a plebeian one, and 
the paunch of a marquis is quite as well adapted to hoggery as 
the stomach of a scavenger. We think too much importance 
has been given to the subject altogether, and we maintain it is 
of little consequence how many good things tbe people put into 
their mouths on the occasion alluded to, though very few good 
things came out of their mouths, as may be seen by the various 
reports of the speeches in the newspapers. They sat down to 
be crammed, and consequently the promiscuous attack on the 
eatables was perfectly natura’. It was filthy in the highest 
extreme, but then it was Scotch, and so we perceive no jucon- 
sistency. 

Buying a Secret. 

Some lunatic has given 10,000/. for the secret of St. John 
Long, which was enclosed in a sealed envelope, and was not to 
be inspected until paid for by the purchaser. ‘This is a spirited 
speculation at any rate, though we could have told the contents 
of the envelope without ever having opened it. The fact is 
that the chief ingredient in St. John Long’s plan was humbug, 
and the next principal ingredient was essence of cabbage leaves. 
But not all the materials in the world could work half the 
charm, or would be found of half the value to the purchaser 
as that sheer and superb humbug which alone made the fortune 
of the former proprietor, 

A New Butt. 

We have to congratulate the civic gang upon the election of 
a new mayor, who is in every respect a worthy head to the 
most noble corporation of cockneys. ‘The new mayor is no less 
a personage than Alderman Vinchester, whose very name seems 
to invite us to a sally against those especial favourites of ours, 
the London Aldermen. Winchester will, we have no doubt, 
prove a most admirable Jutt, and we shall decidedly tap him 
on the very first opportunity. We shall be very glad to get 
rid of old Farebrother, for we have so completely jammed him to 
pieces, that his bare name has become almost too insignificant 
to appear in the pages of this periodical. We shall go at Win- 
chester with renovated ardour, and do not doubt we shall find 
him as fertile a subject for a smash as any of his predecessors. 
We understand he is in every respect qualified to fill the civic 
throne, for we have heard him spoken of as a determined eater 
of venison, an inflexible maker of bad puns, and a stern misin- 
terpreter of the laws of his country. With such magnificent 
requisites as these, what may we not expect, and we therefore 
promise the country a rich harvest of fun, the moment Win- 
chester shall be fairly established in his civic capacity of king 
of all the cockneys. We cannot forbear giving a few words of 
farewell to the fading Farebrother, whose last flicker of splen- 
dour is now about to be extinguished by the embryo brilliance 
of his successor, the Right Honorable, that-is-to-be, Lord 
Winchester. We trust that Farebrother will find in the bosom 
of his family, all that he can possibly desire, and that he may 
never want a basin of real turtle, a pipe of best tobacco, and a 
pot of first-rate heavy -wet. With these benevolent wishes, we 
consign him to that obscurity for which nature so nicely adapted 
him, when she bestowed upon him his present amount of mental 

capacity. 
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SELECT CORRESPONDENCE. 





The following letter is from the Duke of Gloucester, and is 
enlivened by a vigorous pun, involving a commercial fact of no 
mnean interest. 


To the Editor of Figaro in London. 

You Sir,—Every body is complaining that there is no sale 
for goods, and nobody can divine the reason for such being the 
fact. But J have found it out, and so, Sir, I suppose I niust 
admit that I'm nobody! Well, Sir, the fact is the shipping 
interest is hurt, and what injures the shipping must injure the 
sails (sales), Conscious that I have just hit it, 

I remain, my dear Sir, 
Your most obedient butt, 
GLOUCESTER. 
Witness, Higgins. 


We have received the following brief epistle from the Duke 
of Gloucester, which, though it contains nothing but one 
wretched, and most despicable joke, we gladly insert it in 
compliment to the talents of the royal family. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FIGARO, 

Sir, —It is our gracious will and pleasure to see the accom- 
panying conundrum in the next number of your periodical. 
Send me sixpence by the bearer, and believe me to be, 

Your most valuable contributor, 
GLOUCESTER. 

The following is the conundrum specified in the Duke’s uote, 
in compliance with whose request, sixpence, (a bad one,) was 
forwarded :— 

Who is the most dangerous person in Ireland, and who is 
most likely to increase, rather than diminish, the number of 
deaths in that unhappy country? The Bishop of K7é/-more. 
scccuttstaticiiaiidaaatametdadiadaeiteiiaiaieanaiiammmainemmivenemniaanantiti 

BREVITIES. 


‘¢ Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare 


A Defence for Vaux. 

The enemies of Lord Brougham say that for his Lordship to 
shew a grasping disposition is quite in character. We must 
dissent from this, and give it as our opinion that in every recent 
act Vaux has shewn himself to be quite out of character. 


A Royal Joke. 

As for the cause of reform,” says his Majesty, ‘‘ I wish to 
see something that is detinite.” The king may be contented 
on this head, fur as to the cause of reform, he has himself been 
lately deaf in tt. 

Self Contradiction. 
Lord Brougham has been declaiming in favour of slow 
changes, while the rapidity with which he has changed his 
own principles give the lie direct to his own argument. 


THEATRICALS. 


—_———_— — 


Bunn’s nightly receipts have average d 30/1.,s0 that the loss 
to Captain Polhill m ay be estimated at about 1000/. per week, 
on a calculation that would do credit to Cocker for its accuracy. 
He brought out a filthy farce of his own called Bed and Board, 
which was speedily consigned to its last Jed, as the audicuce 
refused to be Jored by the infliction of it. We can have no 
pees objection to Bunn’s improving himself in French by 
the translation of bad farces from that language, but we do ob- 
ject to his transferring to such translations the filthy impress of 
his own degraded notions. It was so very vulgar, a: nd so atro- 
ciously obscene, that it was too bad even for the saloon visi- 
tants, who at present form the majority of the audience at the 
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other actor we ever saw in the character. 


two national establishments. Though the little great lessee, 
with his usual impudence, announced in the bills its unqualified 
success, the avalanche of contempt and indignation showered 
down upon it by an offended press and an insulted public, eaused 
its withdrawal from the stage at the very moment when its 
success was pronounced in the bills to be unqualified. On 
Saturday Bunn made an attempt to inflict a large lady called 
Clifton on the town in the capacity of leading tragie actress ; 
but the six-foot specimen of transatlantic genius did not make 
the impression which the hero of the velvets had dared to anti- 
cipate. As our clemency is proverbial, we will not risk our 
character for mercy by making any comment on the performance 
of Miss Clifton. ‘The playbills say she has succeeded, which is 
perhaps the harshest thing that has been said of her, for all the 
world knows that Bunn’s ‘playb ills go completely by contraries. 
We regret that nothing can be said in her favour here, but 
with a due desire to assist a debutante, duty forces us to state 
that if Miss Clifton were a favorite in America, she did wrong 
to risk her popularity by a journey to this country. Her lungs 
are inimitable, and her arms beautifully brawney,—but here 
praise must cease, She seems better adapted to set to with 
Young Datch Sam, the late star of the Surrey, than to grapple 
with the conce ptions of our first-rate dramatists. 


One of the great points of the re-opening of Drury Lane 
seems to be the return of the veteran Sinclair, who has come 
back to this country from America with an increased stock of 
stupidity and awkwardness. We always thought him the 
worst actor that ever God created, but now we think him so 
bad that we can hardly think he can ever have had any thing 
to do with creation upon its original principles. He struts 
about the stage enveloped in large pieces of velvet, and smo- 
thered as to his face in white feathers and frills of alarming 
vigidity. In fact, Sinclair, guoad his acting, beats Mears hol- 
low for atrocity, while his voice seems to have been practised 
with an old tin tea-kettle instead of a piano-forte as an accom- 
paniment, TZowever, every body tells as that age commands 
respect, and if so, we presume we ought to puff old Sinclair, for 
we are given to understand that he is ninety-five years of age 
next Wednesday. : 

Ou Monday a Mr. Denvil made his first appearance at Drury 
Laue, in the character of Shylock. This gentleman was un- 
known to the London public, having, a few months since, played 
ouly at the Fitzroy, where the entertainments, consisting solely 


| of farce and burle sque, of course gave nO Opportunities to a 


regalar tragedian. He bad subsequently been seen at the 
Keisington, whence (chie fly on the recommendation of Mr. 
Planché, we believe) he was transferred to Drury Lane, where 
he appe ated for the first time on Monday. To tell Mr. Denvil 
that his debut was equal in eclat to that of Kean in the same 
part, would be ridienlous, but in the present state of the tragic 
department of the drama we can couscientious sly congratulate 
him on the prospect of filling a very important station in the 
histrionic profession. His performance of Shylock had a few 
faults but a greater number of beauties, and in the early part 
of the scene with Tubal, he comes nearer to Kean than any 
The trial scene was 
also gone through with considerable judgment, aud indeed in 
all these portions of the play vig genius is most likely to 
manifest itself, Mr. Denvil was, in his representation of the 
part, the most felicitous, It is ne eailens to enter minutely into 
the various points and readings ; suffice it to say that the Shy- 
lock of the debutant evidenced the possession of ve ry superior 
talent, and gave a promise of future excellence. Weare always 
friendly to those who develope any real talent, and we therefore 
regret, for Mr. Denvil’s sake, that Bunn has had recourse to 
his usual buffoonery with respect to the new tragedian: the 


'iguoble lessee, in bills which bear direct evidence of having 
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been printed before the play was over, heralds the new Shylock’s 
second and third appearances with an air of ignorant assump- 
tion, and puffs him in large red letters at the bottom of the 
playbills. This trickery can do the actor no good, and we 
were glad to perceive that Mr. Denvil disdained the senseless 
yelp which was raised to force him to appear at the end of the 
tragedy. He was quite right to disregard it, for a man who 
has just played Shylock ought not to come on as a mandarin 
immediately afterwards. The other parts in the piece were ill 
played, with the exception of Portia, by Miss E. Tree, and 
perhaps the Nerissa of Miss Lee, who is at least too quiet and 
good-looking to admit of her being an object of severity. As 
to our old friends Warde and Cooper, as Antonio and Bassanio, 
they seemed as if they had laid a wager who should send to 
sleep the greatest number of the audience. Cooper lulled us 
one minute, when we were awakened by the iron notes of Warde, 
who woke us up by the harshness of his voice, only to send us 
asleep again by its monotony. Cooper is a delicious actor in 
little comic pieces or melodramas, but to put our newly-married 
friend into long Shakspearian parts can only be useless to him- 
self and miserable to others. Yarnold’s Gratiano was the worst 
thing we ever saw except Sinclair’s Lorenzo, which was, if pos- 
sible as bad as Harley’s Launcelot Gobbo. Mrs. Crouch sang 
the music of Jessica extremely well; but as to Sinclair, we can 
only say that the Venetian vagrant act must have been very 
loosely drawn up if he were enabled to walk the streets uncaged, 
or make the noises he did in the shape of songs without being 
taken into custody. What on earth our American friends can 
have seen in old Sinclair we can’t possiblyimagine. We under- 
stand he has made a fortune in the United States, but we can- 
not allow him, on the privilege of wealth, to commit nightly 
nuisances in the face of an English audience. We consider 
these remarks likely to prove salubrious, for it may be as well 
to quell Sinclair at once, before he has the plea of custom for 
singing at the national theatres. “ A stitch in time saves nine,” 
and a slight persuader from our critical lash may, thus early 
applied, prevent many a future drubbing from our tomahawk. 

The Haymarket is to close on Saturday, and we think it 
ought to have closed on Tuesday, before Mrs. Glover had been 
suffered to play Paul Pry for her benefit. Any thing extra- 
ordinary may be supposed to assist in making a house, but we 
think Mrs. Glover in Paul Pry must have been a thing too 
outré and horrible to be accounted asa legitimate means of 
attracting an audience. At the Victoria there is nothing to 
notice but the extraordinary success of the new management, 
under which more money has been we understand already taken 
than even in its best days was ever remembered to have come 
into the house at a former period. The fact is, the gorgeousness 
of the decorations, and the magnificent looking glass curtain, 
have rendered it necessary for every one to visit the Victoria. 
The Wandering Minstrel and The Siamese Twins, have both 
been triumphantly transferred to these boards, and Zhe Rent 
Day strongly cast, in addition to a new farce by Mr. Raymond, 
will both be performed on Monday. 

The opening of the Surrey has, we understand, been very 
inauspicious, but such pieces as delgitha, The Sleeping 
Draught, aud The Soldier’s Daughter, are not likely to attract 
ai audience, In fact, when 4delgitha was played, I'he Sleep- 
tng Draught wust have been a superfluity, for the former com- 
prised the latter to all intents and purposes, Both the Surrey 
aud the Victoria promise new operas. For the first Mr. Ed- 
win has been secured, but in the opera of the latter, Miss Paton, 
and probably Braham, will appear, with a host of equal talent, 
whose services will be required for a work of extraordinary 
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genius, which is spoken of most highly by persons of sound 
musical judgment, who have had the privilege of hearing it. 
Competition seems to be the order of the day between the two 
trans-Thamesian establishments; but the Victoria has most 
effectually distanced its rival. 

At the English Opera house a Mr. Mc. Jan, from Bath, has 
appeared in the part of Zo Zingaro, and has, we are informed, 
evinced talent of no ordinary kind in his delineation of the 
character. He is intended to fill the gap occasioned by the 
secession of QO. Smith, but we understand he is, as an actor, 
infinitely superior to that deservedly popular personage. Mr. 
Mc, Jan is a perfect artist, and his assumption of character so 
complete, as far to distance the ordinary sketches of actors in 
general. We have said thus much upon the judgment of a 
gentleman in every respect qualified to give a critical opinion, 
but we shall take an early opportunity of seeing Mr. Mc. Jan 
ourselves, and shall be glad to do more ample justice to his 
abilities. Mr. Serle’s long-talked-of play of The Widow 
Queen is announced for Thursday; but as this work is written 
earlier in the week, we cannot notice the performance of it. 
We have, however, no doubt that we shall next week have to 
announce its complete success, and to record our approbation 
of the production. 

Bunn is going to bring out Byron’s Manfred, and the princi- 
pal character is given to Mr. Denvil. We wish him every suc- 
cess in the undertaking, and do not doubt he will gain much 
ground by his appearance in an original character. 

Mr. Butler, whose Hamlet at the Haymarket created so 
great a sensation, played Macbeth on Monday with equal effect. 
Our theatrical article has already run to so unconscionable a 
length, that it is utterly impossible to enter into the merits of 
this splendid performance. If Bunn knew his own, or rather 
his master’s, interest, Mr. Butler would be a member of the 
united company, though we very much doubt if he would con- 
descend to belong to the troop after the treatment he has ex- 
perienced. 


—_—— 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Crito who is so very curious on the point, and who pesters us particu- 
larly on the subject, is informed that The Siamese Twins is now published 
fur SIXPENCE, by Strange, and forms number 2, of an edition of pieces 
by the same author. No. 1, was The Man with the Carpet Bag. Both 
pieces are now being acted at the Victoria. 
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GRAVESEND STAR STEAM PACKETS, 
HE COMET, MERCURY, STAR, and MEDWAY, 


will leave 


, LONDON BRIDGE ; 
WHARF 


MORNING at half past 8 and 10 
AFLrERNOON at half past 3 and half-pase4 
SUNDAY morning at 5 and half-past 9. 
MORNING at7 and half-past 8. 

(Except on Mondays, at half-past 6 instead of 7.) 
| AFTERNOON at half-past 3 and half-past 4. 

No Packet from London on Sunday afternoon, nor from Gravesend on Sunday 

morning 
Fares:—Fore Cabin, Is. Saloon, ls. 6d. Sundays, 1s. 6a. each 
Star Packet Office, 1, opposite the Pier, Gravesend ; 
13th Sept., 1834. 
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FINEST BEAVER HATS, 2ls. 


VENTE 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 6d. 
SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. 


The above are manufactured of the most choice materials, and finished 
in the highest style of fashien—they never spot with rain, nor lose their 
shape. 





FRANKS AND CO., 

Sole Patenutees and Aanufactnrers, 

j 140, Regent Street, West. 

i 62, Redcross Street, City. 
Paris.... 97, Rue Richelieu. 
Edinburgh, 6, St. Andrew Street. 
Dublin.... 8, Sackville Street. 

N.@.—Franks and Co. are the only Manufacturers who really supjly the Pablic at 
the Wholesale Price. 
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